XII
VANGIN-CHURE

BY the third day Maslov and I were firm friends,
and the Russian was genuinely sorry to see me go.
He gave me his best saddle horse, a guide from among
his labourers, and also a letter of introduction to a
Mongolian at Vangin-Chure.

We reached Vangin-Chure, the first Mongolian
town I had seen up till then, after a few hours3 ride
through lovely scenery. The houses were made of
timber, with the window-frames everywhere painted
red. But there was no glass in the windows, only
white paper or linen. The roofs curled back at the
corners after the Chinese style, and were hung with
gilt balls, cones and bells. There were countless
coloured silk banners waving from the roofs, painted
with fantastic images of various deities and inscribed
with Mongolian, Chinese and Tibetan prayers. The
large elaborately carved red gates were flanked on
both sides by a fence constructed from sharply-
pointed stakes. Each house had several court-yards,
occupied by small red-painted outhouses and white
Mongol tents. Vangin-Chure is really a vast monastery,
mainly inhabited by lamas, hence the word Chun>
which means monastery, in the name of the town.
Gleaming whitely in the distance beyond the town
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